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THE THIRD DRUG. 
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m LETTEMS OF FEME. 

From the French of GASTON LEROUX. 
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This just by way of a beginning. After that, 
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Our host dealt in his turn, and 
I saw the cards he had given me 


^“tmr^r^bu^: 


■ a 


IN LETTERS OF FIRE. 



hiS ^ea t £—tVe ? Then-thel 
ttJU&ZSZ fA ^ 1 ^SoU would , — 

tXJT'<ZlttSli:z . 

Saw king—the 'khig J E« ^.e-nan took his pocket hook and 



STRAND MAGAZINE. 




679 







VI.—The Monster of “Partridge CreeR.” 

By GEORGES DUPUY. 

^ CM. GeorgesJ)upuy, the well-known Ftench^nteir^and^traveller,^who has made many explorations Jn 
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The Silver Mirror. 

By ARTHUR CONAN DOYLE. 


□ AN. 3.—This affair of White Jan. 6.—What perfect nonsense it is for 
\| and Wotherspoon’s accounts doctors to prescribe rest when rest is out of 
i gigantic task, the question ! Asses ! They might as well 
ty thick ledgers shout to a man who has a pack of wolves 

_ be a junior quiet. My figures must be out by a certain 

partner? However, it is the first big bit date; unless they are so I shall lose the 
of business which has been left entirely chance of my lifetime, so how on earth am 

to be finished so that the lawyers may have trial. 
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Mepkistopk©!©® on 4k© HfiAk«. 


By G. A. RIDDELL and BERNARD DARWIN. 






behave in a reasonable manner. “Try and him. 
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fissi" ■ “” i - “" l " 

ggsggggpisat 

niim 

rpe.ol ^e a^^yes = ihaican^ 





A\ 





















AtAGAZINE. 









M&W0* Ts 


SifESSHSi 

w«isi3 





LINKS. 











By E. BLAND. 
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IN THE DARK. 


think at once of the tactful and suitable 
thing to say when your old friend tells you 
that he is a murderer. 

“ When I could get my hands out of his 
throat—it w'as as difficult as it is to drop the 
handles of a galvanic battery—he was there 
in a lump on the hearthrug. And I saw what 


28, 

rid of but the man—no weapon, no blood. 
And I got rid of him all right.” 

“ How ? ” 

He smiled cunningly. 

“ No, no,” he said ; “ that’s where I draw 
the line. It’s not that I doubt your word, 
but if you talked in your sleep, or had a fever 



I’d done. How is it that murderers ever get 
found out ? ” 

“They’re careless sometimes, I suppose,” 
I found myself saying. “They lose their 

“ I didn’t,” he said. “ I never was calmer. 
I sat down in the big chair and looked at 
him and thought it all out. He was just 
off to that island — I knew that. He’d 
said good-bye to everyone. He’d told me 
that There was no blood to get rid of 
—or only just a touch at the corner of his 
slack mouth. He wasn’t going to travel in 
his own name because of interviewers. Mr. 
Somebody Something’s luggage would be 
unclaimed and his cabin empty. No one 
would guess th ;t Mr. Somebody Something 
was Sir George Visger, Baronet. It was all 
as plain as plain. There was nothing to get 


or anything ? No, no. As long as you don’t 
know where the body is, don’t you see, I’m 
all right. Even if you could prove that I’ve 
said all this, which you can’t—it’s only the 
wanderings of my poor unhinged brain. See?” 

I saw. And I was very sorry for him. 
And I did not believe that he had killed 
Visger. He was not the sort of man who 
kills people. So I said :— 

“ Yes, old chap. I see. Now, look here. 
Let you and me go away together—travel a 
bit and see the world, and forget all about 
that beastly chap.” 

His eyes lighted up at that. 

“ Why,” he said, “ you understand! You 
don’t hate me and shrink from me. I wish 
I’d told you before—you know—when you 
came and I was packing up my sticks. But 
it’s too late now.” 
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IF INSECTS WEE2E BIGGER 

By J. H. KERNER-GREENWOOD. 
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LIFE-SIZE PORTRAIT OF SIR ARTHUR CONAN DOYLE, 
Author of "The Terror of Blue John Gap” in the present number. 

From a Photograph ty Elliott 6* Fry. 
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The Changelings. 

By F. ANSTEY. 

Illustrated ky H. M. Brock, RJ. 
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A Servantless House. 


By E. S. VALENTINE. 











































BURDON’S TOMB. 

By BARRY PAIN. 
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The Seaside of the 
Future. 
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THE SEASIDE OF THE FUTURE. 










“WHEN THE NEW ZEALANDER COMES.” 

By PROF. BLYDE MUDDERSNOOK, P.O.Z.A.S. 
Illustrated by W. E. Wigfull. 
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The Twenty-First Birthday 
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Charlies Pantomime. 
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The Isle of Mystery 

and Its Marvels. 

By OCTAVE BELIARD. 

Illustrated by H. Lanos. 
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ISLE OF MYSTERY AND ITS MARVELS. 
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